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The Dress 


Nuno stared into her wardrobe and looked for that dress, his favorite dress. He loved when she was wearing 
that dress. The dress itself was pretty but had nothing particularly special about it. It was made of a soft 
navy blue fabric and it was floaty with spaghetti straps. What made the dress special was how it looked when 
it was on her. She was always dressed like a boy, T-shirt, short jackets, jeans or leather pants. Those skinny 
jeans, they looked hot on her and he liked to see her cute little ass tightly squeezed in those but seeing her 
wear a dress was unusual and that was the main turn-on. He could never get enough of having his sweet little 


tomboy dress like a cute girl once in a while. 


He was missing her badly when she was on tour and tonight, after a bottle of red wine, he was missing her 
even more. He tried to distract himself by playing but he couldn't get anything right out of his guitar so he 
went upstairs and plopped himself on their bed thinking of her. That's when he noticed that for some reasons 


her wardrobe door was open. 


He let his hands run over the garment but quickly realized that it wasn't as much fun to touch it when it was 
limply hanging like that from the hanger. He liked to touch it because whenever she would wear it, he would 
end up touching her through the fabric, feeling the heat of her body under it. He shook his head trying to 
stop thinking about that and threw the dress aside. 


It was late and it was probably time for bed. Maybe he would be dreaming about her. That would be a 


consolation. 


Nuno closed the wardrobe and started to undress, taking off his shoes and his socks, then his jeans and 
underwear and finished by pulling off his T-shirt. He let everything there at his feet, where it fell on the floor. 
He raised his head and caught a glimpse of himself in the tall mirror that was next to the bedroom door on 
the left wall. Tall and slender, chiseled abs, a cascade of silky black hair falling over his shoulders and smooth 
chest. He wasn't usually admiring himself, especially naked, but he knew she was crazy about his body. She 
would openly tell him how she loved his looks and she could spend long moments of foreplay just kissing him all 
over. It was strange how he loved her style and found her so beautiful with her short hairdo and boyish looks 


and how she would rave about his long beautiful hair and sometimes androgynous looks. 


Nuno's eyes fell on the dress he had left on the chair next to their bed. He walked to it and took it off from 
the hanger. He brought it to his face and rubbed it against his cheek. It felt almost as soft as rubbing his face 
against her belly. He looked at himself once more in the mirror, while holding the dress against his face. What 
crazy idea had just gone through his mind? Probably loneliness combined with wine but whatever. He was 
feeling a fairly usual tickling down there in his loins, getting excited slowly about the contact with the dress. It 
would feel even better and more exciting to feel it all over him. Without thinking too much further about it, 
Nuno rolled up the dress and passed it over his head, one arm and then the other into the spaghetti straps, 
and then rolled it down on him. He was so thin that he fit into it fairly well. 


The dress did look much shorter on him, though, as he was taller than she was. The dress would normally hit 
above her knees and right now, on him, it was barely covering his upper thighs. He turned around and gave 
himself a good look in the mirror. This was the weirdest sight he had ever had of himself. He was wondering 
what she would think of him looking this way. Would she find him hot? He would certainly always find her hot 
when she was wearing his shirt or T-shirt. Why wouldn't it work the other way around? Right now, though, it 
was not so much the sight of him wearing the dress than the feeling of it on his skin that was exciting. He sat 
on the edge of the bed, facing the mirror. He let one of his hands run down on the fabric over his chest and 
stomach, sliding down on his side and his hip. Yeah, definitely nicer to feel this with a warm body under it. His 
other hand traveled down on the other side and landed on the upper part of his leg. It slowly went back up on 
his thigh, his fingers easily finding their way under the hem of the dress. He would do this to her, slide his 
hands under the dress, climb up her thighs and land in-between her legs, where she'd be hot and wet and so 
ready for him. He moved his right hand further up and noticed that he was also ready for her. He was hard 
and wet from the pre-cum that had spilled already. Nuno took a long deep breath in and let himself fall on the 
bed, exhaling with a soft moan when he grabbed his cock. He slid his thumb on its head and coated his hand a 
bit with the liquid before starting to move up and down, rhythmically, pushing gently towards the base of his 
cock, whenever he was sliding his hand down. The added pressure at the base made him shiver with pleasure, a 
little bit more with every stroke. His eyes closed, he let his left hand glide across his stomach, caressing the 
softness of the fabric in similar up and down movements, following the pace set by his right hand. He imagined 
the way she would touch him while she'd be wearing this dress, giving him a perfect handjob and looking 
stunningly pretty while doing so. He would then take her, keeping the dress on her, just uncovering her breast 
by pushing the straps off her shoulders. 


Nuno bit his lower lip as he felt pressure building up between his legs. The image of his pretty girl in the 
dress busy with her hands on him lingered on his mind as the tension of the orgasm was growing. He didn't 
need much more than a few skilled rubs on the overly sensitive tip of his cock to finish himself up. He tensed 
up, the fabric of the dress over his stomach scrunched in his left hand. He arched his back a little as he 
came, keeping his pulsating cock in his hand, pumping himself dry with a long moan. A few seconds later, as he 
sat back on the edge of the bed still panting, moving his hair away from his face with his left hand, he noticed 
the mess he did on the dress, smiling to himself but wondering what she'd say about that. He stood up and 
took off the dress while stretching his whole body. He let the dress fall on the floor, next to the small pile of 


his own clothes. 


Alright, so a trip to the drycleaner would be on the agenda tomorrow.. 


